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Daring the warres ofYorke and Lancaftcr 
That had bcfalnc vs. As we pae'd along 
Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 
Me thought that Glouftcr ftumblcd,and in falling 
Strookeme (that thought to ftay him)oucr-boord, 
Into the tumbling billowes of the mainc. 
O Lord, me thought what paine it was to drownc, 
What dreadfull noifc of water in mine cares, 
What fights of vgly death within mine eyes. 
Me thoughts, I faw a thoufand fearfull wrackes: 
A thoufand men that Fifties gnaw'd vpon : 
Wedges of Gold,grcat Anchors, heapes of Peailc, 
Ineftimable Stones, vnvalewedlcwcU, 
All fcattred in the bottomc of the Sea, 
Some lay in dcad-mens Scullcs, and in the holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As 'twere in fcornc of eyes) reflecting Gemmcs, 
That woo'd the flimy bottome of the dcepe, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay fcattred by. 

Keep. Had you fuch leyfure in the time of death 
To gaze vpon thefc fecrets of the deepc f 

Cla* Me thought I had,and often did I ftriue 
To yecld the Ghoft : but ftill the enuious Flood 
Stopd in my foule, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaft,and wand'ring ayre : 
But fmcther'd it within my panting bulkc, 
Who almoft burft, to belch it in the Sea. 

Keep. A wak'd you not in this fore Agony ? 

Clar. No,no,my Dreamc was lengthen'd after life. 

0 then, began the Tempeft to my Soule; 

1 part (me thought) the Melancholly Flood, 
With that fowre Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
Vnto thcKingdomc of perpctuall Night. 

The firft that there did greet my Strangcr-foule, 
Was my great Father-in- La w,rcnowncd Warwicke, 
Whofpakealowd; Wh*t fcourge for Pcriurie, 
Can this darkc Monarchy affoord falfe flarence} 
And fo he vanifh'd. Then came wand'ring by, 
A Shadow like an Angell,with bright hayrc 
Dabbcl'd in blood,and he fhric'k'd out alowd 
Clarence is comc^falfCjflccting^eriur'd Clarence, 
That ftabb'd me in the field by Tewkesbury : 
Seize on him Furies, take him vnto Torment. 
With that (mc thought)a Legion of foule Fiends 
Inuiron'd mc, and howled in mine earcs 
Such hiddeous cries,that with the very Noife, 
I (trembling) wak'd, and for a feafon after, 
Could not beleeue, but that I was in Hell, 
Such terrible Imprcfsion made my Drcaroe. 

Keep. No marucll Lord,though it affrighted you, 
I am affraid ( mc thinkes) to hearc you tell it. 

Cla. Ah Kcepcr,Keeper,I haue done thefe things 
(That now giue euidencc againft my Soule) 
For Edwards fake, and fee how he rcquits mee. 
O God! if my dcepe prayres cannot appeafe thee* 
But thou wilt be aucng'd on my mifdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath in me alone : 
O fpare my guiltlcfle Wifc,and my poore children* 
Keeper, I prythee fit by me a-while, 
My Soule is heauy,and I faine would fleepc. 

Kecp\ will my Lord, God giue your Grace good reft. 

Enter Brakenbnrj the Lieutenant. 

"Bra. Sorrow breakes Seafons,and rcpofing houres, 
Makes theNight Morning,and the Noon-tide night ; 
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Exit, 


Princes haue but their Titles for ttaiTGjTT— 
An outward Honor, for an inward To y I c nC *' 
And for vnfelt Imaginations % 
They often fcclc a world of rcftleffe Cares • 
So that bet wcene their Titles,and low Nar^ 
There's nothing diffcrs,but the outward fan* 

Enter two Ctetmhtrtrs. 

X.Mur. Ho,who'shcerc^ 

'Bra. What would'ft thou Fellow? A 
thou hither. "'And how c, 

2.CMur. I would fpeak with Clarence, an d t 
ther on my Lcgges. • 

Bra. What fo breefe? 

i. *Tis better (Sir) then to be tedious* 
Let him fee our Commiffion,and talke no'rnorc 

'Bra. I am in this, commanded to dcliu er * 
The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands 
I will not reafon what is meant heerebv 
Bccaufe I will be guiltlcfle from the meaning 
There lies the Duke a{leepe,and there the Kcycs 
IlctothcKing,andfignifictohim, ' 
That thus I haue rcfign d to you my charge. 

1 You may fir, 'tis a point of wifedome : 
Far you well. 

2 What,flhall weftabhimasheflccpes 
1 2? > CC I fa i? ,CWa5d °" C cowardIy >w h cnhcwak 
i Why nefhallncuer wake, vntilhhc ercatIu<W 

mcnt day. ° 

1 Why then hcc'l fay, we flab'd him flcepin* 

2 The vrging of that word Iudgcmcnt, harfi bicdt 
kinde of remorfe in mc. 

1 What? art thou affraid ? 

2 Nottokillhim, hauing a Warrant, 

But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 

1 1 thought thou had'ft bin refolute. 

2 So I am, to let him Hue. 

I He backe to the Duke of Gloufler,and tell him fo, 

% Nay, I prythee ftay a little; 
I hope this paffionate humor of mine, will change, 
It was wont to hold me but while one tell twenty. 

i How do'ft thou fccle thy felfe now? 

a Some certaine dregges of confciencc arc yet with, 
in mee. 

1 Remember our Reward,when the deed's done. 

2 Come,hc dies : I had forgot the Reward. 

1 Where's thy confidence now. 

2 O, in the Duke of Glouftcrs purfe. 

1 When hee opens his purfe to giue ts our Reward, 
thy Confciencc flyes our. 

2 Tis no matter,lct it goc : There's few or none will 
cntertaine ic. 

1 What if it come to thee againe? 

2 He not meddle with it, it makes a man a Coward: 

A man cannot ftcalc, but it accufcth him : A man cannot 

Swearr, but it Checkes him : A man cannot lye with his 

Neighbours Wife, butitdeteas him. Tisablufcing 

fhamefae'd fpirit, that mutinies in a mans bolomc : It 

fillesamanfullofObftacles. It made me once reftorca 

PurfleofGoldthat(bychancc)Ifound: Itbcggarsany 

roan that kecpes it : It is turn'd out of Tovvnes and Cit- 

ties for a dangerous thing, and eucry man that means to 

iiue well, endcuours to truft to himfclfc, and Hue with* 

out it. 1, 

i 'Tis 
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^^^actnyclbov/.pcrfwadiagme notco 

kill cbe Dk° C c u . n mindCj9n(1 bdecue him not : 

2 T fiad«e with thee b« » make thee figh. 
* C "?t ft on. fra m -d,he cinoot preuajle wuh me. 

^feS^ .iththehUtes of thy 
1 hen throw him into the Malmefey-Butte in 
Sword* 31 *" 

thCn o Sent deuice; arid rtiake a fop of him. 

\ sofche wakes. 

n Strike. 
Mo wee'l reafon with him. 

l ru Where art thou Keeper? Giue me a cup of wine. 

You (hall haue Wine enough my Lord anon. 

&a. InGodsname,what art thou? 

i Aman,asyouarc. 

cu* But noc * s 1 am R °y al,# 

T Nor vouas we arc, Loyall. 
rl Thy voice isThunder,but thy looks are humble. 
: Uv voice is now the Kings,my lookes mine owne. 
CU How darkly,and how deadly doft thou fpeake ? 
rmir eves do menace mc : why lookc you pale ? 
Who lent you hither? W hereforc do you come ? 

% To,to,to^ 1 

CU. Tomurtherroe? 

cif'you fcarfcly haue the hearts to tell nle fo, 
And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 
Wherein my Friends haue 1 offended you i 
i Offended vs you haue not.butthc King. 
CU. 1 foall be reconcile to him againe. 
j Neuer my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 
CU. Are you drawne forth among a world of men 
To flay the innocent? What is my offence ? 
Where is theEuidence that doth accufe me ? 
What lawful! Queft haue giucn their Verdift vp 
Vnto the frowning Iudgc? Or who pronounc d 
The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death, 
Before 1 be conuifl by courfc of Law ? 
To threaten me with death, is moft vnlawfulL 
I charge you, as you hope for any goodneffc , 
That you depart,and lay no hands on mc ; 
The deed you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will do,we do vpon command. 

2 And he that hath commanded/is our King. 
Cla. Erroneous Va(fals,thc great King of Kings 

Hath in the Table of hi* Law commanded 
That thou (halt do no mmthcr. Will you then 
Spume at his Edi6l,and fulfill a Mans ? 
Take heed : for he holds Vengeance in his hand, 
To hutle vpon their heads that breake his Law, 

2 And that lame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee, 
For falfcForfwearing.and for murther too : 
Thou did'ft recciuc u ie Sacrament, to fight 
In quarrell of the Houfe of Lancafter. 

1 And like a Trauor to the name of God, 

Did'rt breake that Vow>anu with thy treacherous blade, 
Vncip'ft the Bowels of thy Sou'raignes Sonne. 

2 Whom thou was't fwornc to cheriih and defend, 
f How canltthouvrgc Gods dreadfull Law to vs, 

When thou halt broke it in fuch decrc degree ? 

CU. Alas! for whole fake did I that ill deede ? 
For Edward, for my Brother, for his fake. 
He fends you not to murther me for this : 


For in that fmnc, he is as deepe as L 
If God will be aucnged for the deed, 

0 know you yet,he doth it publiquely, 
Take not the quarrell from his powref u!l armc S 
He needs no indirca,or lawlcflc courfc, 
To cut off thofc that haue offended him. 

l VVho made thec then a bloudy minifies 
When gallant fpringing braue PUntagenet, 
That Princely Nouicc was ftrucke dead by thee ? 

CU. My Brothers loue,thc Diuell,and my Rage. 

1 Thy Brothers Louc,our Duty, and thy Faults, 
Prouokc vs hither now 5 to {laughter thee. 

Cla. If you do loue my Brother>hate not me: 

1 am his Brother, and I loue him well. 
If you arc hyr'd for meed, go backe againe, 
And I will lend you to my Brother Glouiicr: 
Who fiball reward you better for my life, 
Then Edward will for tydings of my death, 

2 Youaredecciu'd, 
Your Brother Glouftcr hatcsyou. 

Cla. Oh no,he loucs me, and he hold? me dfcert i 
Go you to Jrim from me, 

i IfowewilL m 9 

Cla. Tell him,when that our Princely bather lotke, 

Bleft his three Sonnes with his victorious Arme, 
He little thought of this diuided fricndlliip 5 
Bid Glouftef thinke on this and he will wecpe* 

t I Milftoncs,as he lcObned vs to weepe, 

Cla. O do not (lander him,for he is kinde« 

i Right,as Snow in Harueft s 
Comfc, you deceiue your felfc, 
Tis he that fend5 vs todeftroyyouheere. 

Cla. It cannot be, fot hebewept my Fortune, 
And hugg'd me in his armcs,and fwore with fobs, 
That he would labour my deliucry. 

1 Why fo he doth, when he deliu-rs you 
From this earths thrald omc, to the ioyes of heaueh. 

2 Make peace with God,for you mult die my Lord. 
Cla. Haue y ou that holy feeling in your ir.ules, 

To couiifailc'mc to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your owne loulcs (.> blinde, 
That you will warre with God,by murd 'ring mc 
O firs confider, they that fet you on 
To do this deede, will hate you for the deeds, 
2 Whatlhall we do? 
Clar. Rclcnt,atid faucyour foulcs : 
Which of you, if you were a Princes Sonne, 
Being pent from Liberty,as I am now, 
]f two fuch mutthcrers as your felues came to yot:, 
Would not intrcat for life, as you would begge 
Were you in my diftrefie. 

1 Relent? no: 'Tis cowardly and womanifh. 
Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly,fauagc,diuellifh : 

My Friend, I fpy fomc pitty in thy lookes : 
O, if thine eye be not a Flaueter, 
Come thou on my fide, and intreate for mce, 
A begging Princc^hat begger pitties not* 

z Lookcbchindcyou,my Lord. 

X Take that,and that ,if ail this will not do, Stabs him. 
He drownc you in the Malmcfey-But within. Exst. 

2 A bloody deed,and defperately difpatcht : 
How faine (like Pilate) would I wafli myfcands 

Of this moft greeuous murther. Enter i.Mmherer 
i How now? what mean'ft thou that thou help'fUue 
not? ByHequcnthcDukc fhall know how llacke you 
haue becne. 
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